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Feisal of the Hedjaz, pale, nervous, large-eyed, beautiful
in his gold agal and green djibbah, little dreaming that in
ten years Colonel Lawrence would make him a King;
and next him Enver of the curled moustache, lounging in
a careless attitude, but with sword-hilt prominent.

Enver Bey modelled himself on Napoleon and Frederick
the Great, but unfortunately he could never pass a looking-
glass, and he had no brains. Close by was Taalat Bey,
gypsy-born, thick-wristed, deep-chested, hairy, with a
strange light in his eyes : he was older than his fellow
revolutionaries, being thirty-eight, and a great deal
cleverer. The third member of the triumvirate was Djemal
Bey, who was rumoured to have begun life as a Pasha's
darling page-boy, but was now a heavily-bearded little
man, with the white-toothed laugh of a hyena. Such was
the trio destined to rule Turkey in the days of wrath to
come.

But there was one youth in Constantinople whom no-
body, even the Young Turks, had guessed to be a coming
man. He had a soigrU, almost effeminate appearance, a
delicate complexion, fine long fingers, fair hair, and some-
thing of the tiger about him, something predatory in his
manicured hands, a bristle in his eyebrows, a glint of steel
in his pale blue eyes. Four months later, this dynamic
child of Fate was to become Chief of Staff to the Army of
Liberation which drove Abdul Hamid into exile : in the
trials ahead of Turkey Mustapha Kemal was twice to
save his country from defeat during the Dardanelles cam-
paign, lead a revolution after the War, defy Europe, con-
quer the Greek Army, abolish the Caliphate, depose the
Sultan, rule as unquestioned dictator.